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e Pinocchio, or Being a Creature Judy Barton writes a 
very grownup homage to a childhood favorite. 

e Queen Z Enjoy this seriously erudite poem by Zati Kodaly, 
whose writing becomes addictive and should bear a warning label. 

e Wolves Long-time contributor, Dearstluv Writer, shows us why 
we have so far to go to form a more perfect union. 

@ EWE Art Blue explores how Al has changed how we speak to 
one another in a mulititude of languages. Can we just settle on 
German already? 

e Chelsea Demons Everyone's demons are frightening in 


their own way. So why are RoseDrop Rust’s scarier than most? 


e The Long Days Cat Boccaccio had a beautiful trait of always 
wanting to warn us of evils. Cat offers a glimpse into depression. 
e Deadline Daddy Zymony Guyot skewers all of the fat cats, 


but ponders how quickly timemonkeys make time pass. 


About the Cover: This month's 
feature article is Pinocchio, or Being a 
Creature, introducing Judy Barton to our 
family of contributors. Her very smart take 
on the childhood classic was recited by 
our own Shyla the Super Gecko and 
Klannex Northmead to an adoring crowd. 


John Oliver: You've stated that you 
believe there could be an infinite 
number of parallel universes. 


Does that mean there is a universe 
out there where | am smarter than you? 


Steven Hawking: Yes..... 
and also a universe where you're funny. 


And will my father have waited for me? Will I find him at the 
(C.Lorenzini known as Collodi, The Adventures of Pinocchio) 


_ But while he was still far away, his father saw him and was n 
and gave him a kiss. 
(Le 15:20) 


Puppets can only hope to escape the puppet masters and attain 
father and surrender to the strength of his affection. 
(G.Biffi, Against Master Ciliegia) 


Fairy's house? 


10ved with pity for him and went quickly and took him in his arms 


the prerogatives of man insofar as they recognise that they have a 


judy Barton 


Editor's Note: Busily assembling the next issue of rez Magazine, out of the blue I 
get an invitation from Wizardoz Chrome to attend a reading of some kind involving 
my childhood favorite, Pinocchio. Let me just say that Wiz’s recommendations are 
always stellar and her invitations, well, cant be ignored. So, I trundled off to 
spend one of the most enchanting hours in recent memory. 


Friends and long-time contributors to rez themselves, Shyla the Super Gecko and 
Klannex Northmead, were reading a magical poem, originally written in Italian by 
Judy Barton Rose (Mitla Resident), but now spoken in English, and I am 
immediately reminded of the best of immersive art and entertainment. Although 
cloaked in a childrens story, this is very much adult entertainment, treating the 
mind and the heart. 


I would be remiss if I did not mention (and thank) the following people, who each 
contributed something special to the final production: Wizardoz Chrome, Terry 
(terrygold Resident), Himiko (HimikoToga Darkheart), Olga Navarita, NoSe 
Wertmuller, Lu Stapleton, and Sara (uliveta Resident). 


Grazie, Judy, per questa poesia superlativa e commovente. 


I. Pinocchio 


Before he was, he was loved. 

He was only after it. 

So he was. 

Because he was wanted, he was 

He was done. 

He was wanted and was made. 

Because another wanted him, because another loved him. 
Before he was another wanted him. 


Because another loved him, because another wanted him. 
And he was. 

He took shape from a simple pine log, from a useless wood part. 
So his head took shape first, then his trunk. 

Then they added arms, legs. 

Into him 

life was breathed: he had 

without merit both words and a conscience. 

And he moved and spoke. 

But he was only a toy, only a puppet 

not capable of love. 

Incapable of good. 

But all this wasn't enough. 

He was given a human conscience. 

He was given his freedom. 

Without merit, free gift, 

after being he had everything. 

He was made and he was looking like 

a true son. He was really a son. 

He was free like each man. 


But he chose pride as his interest 
therefore malice and almost bad conscience 
did want him free from all needful ties. 
And he was so freed from each his bond, 
and no longer was son, yet alone 

and enough for himself. 

He rejected his sonship 

choosing his freedom flawed. 

He denied his true nature. 

He only wanted to be himself. 

He, a creature, wanted to be as if 

he were made by himself, 

an illusion that always can grip 

in mankind 

each afflatus to freedom. 

He, a creature, made himself his god. 

He became his own father, his god. 


But real life always is 

consistency 

of its call toward origin, truth, 

to all is right, which is beauty. 

So life do not forgive those choices 

that deny truth and right, 

that reduce everything 

to the prideful instinct of their worthless ambition. 
Because he did want to be from himself 
yet each knows to be made. 

For the self made man is just only a joke. 
While disowning the creator, in fact, 

he denied only himself, him. That. 


Thus sometimes he lost his creator, 

and sometimes he returned marionette 

and sometimes he returned a son 

and sometimes he was blasphemy again 
and sometimes he was back only a puppet, 
on his feet and hands ropes: only puppet 
of another's bad will. 


Hedonism took him roughly 

only to have fun was then his hope 
and his body became animal 

when his soul died he was just a beast 
sad and led by strangers everywhere 


Creator’s charity and mercy, 
constant love and forgiveness 

were so great towards him 

till he knew everything 

and he knew that accepting his nature 
was his feasible freedom. 


And again and perfect he was made. 

And again he was son and his father by side. 
And then he was free across the world 

And he was a man as 

each man truly is made: 

towards Who made us and made each thing, 
a breath that encompasses everything 

each thing saves and knows too. 

And this poor thing was saved. 


II. Judy 


Before I was, I was loved. 

So I was, then I was. 

And that is why I was. 

Because I was wanted, so I was. 

I was done. 

Because another wanted me, because another loved me. 
I was called to life. 

Before being me, He wanted me. 

Because He loved me first, because He wanted me first. 
So I was. 


It doesn't matter if I came from clay, 

from a rib or a log of pine wood. 

It doesn't matter if were many years 

and millennia and millions of eras 

that made me woman coming from nothing, 
working on genes and weird concoctions 
of each organic complexity. 

I took shape from a log of flesh, from 
useless masses of flesh. 


In a womb: there my body took shape. 
Then they added my arms and my legs. 
Into me 

life was breathed: I had 

without merit both words and a conscience. 
I went out in the world in tears cry 
And I moved to that breast and then 

I had word and my skills as a girl. 
Often I was just as a pastime, 

like a puppet incapable of love. 

Non capable of both good and beauty. 
Anyway all this was not enough. 

I was given a human conscience. 

I was given my freedom. 

Without merit, free gift, 

after being I had everything. 

I was made and I was similar 

to the daughter He wanted. I was 

so a daughter. 

I was free: as an angel on Earth. 

I was almost an angel on Earth. 


But I chose pride as my interest 
therefore malice and almost bad conscience 
did want me free from all needful ties. 
And he was so freed from each my bond, 
no longer I was daughter yet 

only enough for mymself. 

I rejected my daughterhood, so 
choosing my freedom flawed 

like Eve did. 

Because always sin is the same thing: 
make myself as god and then trust it; 
then I lost daughterhood. 

I denied my true nature. 

I only wanted to be myself. 

I, a creature, wanted to be as if 

I were made by myself, 

an illusion that always can grip 

in mankind 

each afflatus to freedom in men. 

And in women. 

I, a creature, made me as my god. 

I became my own father, my god. 

So did Eve and do after her 

every daughter of Eve. 

So did Adam and all his poor race. 


It doesn't matter if I came from clay, 

from a rib or a log of pine wood. 

It doesn't matter if were many years 

and millennia and millions of eras 

that made me woman coming from nothing, 
working on genes and weird concoctions 
of each organic complexity. 

I took shape from a log of flesh, from 
useless masses of flesh. 


I, creature, made me as my god. 

I made me as my father, my god. 
I made me as my mother, my god. 
I made myself my own only god. 


But real life always is 
consistency 

of its call toward origin, truth, 
to all is right, which is beauty 


So life does not forgive those selections 

that deny truth and right, 

that reduce everything 

to the prideful instinct of their worthless ambition. 
Because I did want be from myself 

yet each knows to be made. 

I didn't ask for my life, nor I did 

not ask for really anything. 

While disowning the creator, in fact, 

I denied only myself, me. That. 


Thus I lost myself, several times, 

many times I returned like some wood 
incapable of being and to love. 

Many times I got back daughter too 
many times I was blasphemy again 
many times I was back only a puppet, 
on my feet and hands ropes: only puppet 
of another's bad will. 

Only a weak twig in an alien flow. 


Hedonism took me roughly 

only to have fun was then my hope. 
I had sex even with no true love 

and my spirit was the animal one, 
when my soul died I was just a beast 
sad and angry and violent too 

I was led from my bestial instinct 


Creator’s charity and mercy, 

constant love and forgiveness 

were so great towards me; 

also now, when I know everything, 

when I know that I’m free only if 

I accept my true nature, now too 

I return to be blasphemy, again, 

even now He takes me and remakes 

me Who wanted me and wants me perfect. 


Only if I do not deny my 
awareness I go free, across the world, 
like a daughter who yearns for embrace 
that gives sense to each thing and reveals 
values that imbue any existence. 
I am free with my Father by side, 
made new and appropriate and perfect 
as a woman as she really is: 
towards Who made me and made each thing 
a breath that includes everything 
that saves each thing and understands all. 
And that saves even this so poor me. 
(in 
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See Himiko's machinima of the presentation at: 


https://www. youtube.com/watch?v=4nV V VnlajLA 


Visit the author's blog at: 


https://theskinoftheangels.wordpress.com/ 
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Imange. by mathiasjtdias 


I had come to Provincetown for time, 
what else is the Cape for? 
But after my seminar on temporality was cancelled 


I'm still trying to rethink Zenobia, 


and here, gray-blue tidepools 

good for imagining her 
bathing her father's war elephants, 
their huge feet leaving tracks 


with tiny withering oases inside. 


Let's imagine her teasing the court philosopher: 
Longinus, go back to your epic, your dialogues. 
Your lyrics are dry. 

Why do you write the nightsky 

has two moons and looks like me? 

(knowing how poets lie) 

Anyway, sandstorms have etched my marble face. 


One spring, rose petals on my renovated temples, 
I tied Longinus to my royal bed. 

But when the Romans reached Dragon River 

he crossed my name out of his epic 

and added “Aurelian” 


My name! Me, the shield against Persia, 
with my son, the true “Augustus of the East.” 


In a fusion of horizons, if possible, 
we will grow through each other, 
eating dates together, choral dances 
from a Syrian forum shifting 


into Provincetown clubs. 


(A Siamese howls on a briny night, 
then a shout: Would somebody please f*ck that cat!) 


And here's the face of Zenobia 
on Syrian TV where Jews and Romans 
seem to be betraying Arabs. 


In the end, under house arrest, 
in a Tivoli villa near Hadrian's, 
her lunar face, 

not even wistful, 
superimposed itself 

on her senatorial husband, 

and the almost waveless Anio 


recalled her beloved father's war elephants. 


As stalking predators united together. 

Generating a powerful pack... conquering our prey.. 
Strong and hungry, aggressively we savagely attack. 
Howling out our challenges during confrontation. 


Territorial, we dominate our claimed domain. 

Devotedly raising young pups in wilderness pride 

As our pack grows in numbers and increasing strength. 
Weak, surrounding creatures shiver in avid and valid fear. 


Taking exactly what we need, we roam vulnerable environments 
Seeking, still more, territory to dominate and eventually claim. 
Some aware and sensing our approaching and strong numbers... 
Have labeled us as angry wolves..... Others, call us politicians. 
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Wolves 


Dearstluv Writer 
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as Leben macht mir Sorgen [ 
Life worries me ... ]. Die 
Richtung des  Kognitiven 
Avatarismus scheint mehr und 
mehr Anhdnger zu finden. Die 
Metaphysik der Mechanik findet sich 
nun nahezu tiberall. Der Raum zu 
Hoherem scheint zu _ fallen. Die 
Expansionsrate sinkt und sinkt. ,, Mir 
fallt gleich die Decke auf den Kopf,“ 
ist nicht langer nur eine Redensart. In 
meinem Labor, also dort wo ich 
forsche, bewegt sich die Decke jedes 
Mal wenn ich einen Geistesblitz habe. 
Sie bewegt sich nach unten, verkleinert 
meinen Raum, schrankt mich ein. 
Die zweite Friedmann Gleichung zeigt, 
dass der Inhalt einer Welt die 
Expansionsrate verdndert. Man konnte 
sagen, "Dummheit siegt. “ 


: 9 @a@  41G, 4 Ac? 
He) = = More at https://www.maths2mind.com/ 
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Life worries me. Cognitive Avatarism 
seems to be gaining more and more 
followers. The metaphysics of 
mechanics can now be seen almost 
everywhere. The space for something 
higher seems to be falling. The 
expansion rate is sinking and sinking. 
"The ceiling is about to fall on my 
head" is no longer just a saying. In my 
laboratory, where I do research, the 
ceiling moves every time I have a flash 


of inspiration. It moves downwards, 
shrinking my space and restricting me. 


The second Friedmann equation shows 
that the content inside a world changes 
the speed of expansion. You could say: 
"Stupidity wins." 


: a 4nG 
H+ H? = — = —-——~—(pe?+3 call 
+ : a3 (pc? + 3p) + 5 
H (t) — : More at https://www.maths2mind.com/ 
Nur mit Mitteln der  kiinstlichen 


Intelligenz bin ich in der Lage dagegen 
zu halten. [ I can only defend ... ] 
Doch wie lange noch? Auch die 
Anderen setzen auf KI. Jeder Idiot setzt 
auf die neuen Werkzeuge, dabei sind 
diese gar nicht neu. Sie sind nur 
einfach schnell. Leider haben diese 
auch Big Data auf ihrer Seite. Alles 
was jemals geschrieben wurde richten 
sie auf mich, den letzten Archivar. 


I can only defend myself against this 
through an artificial intelligence. But 
for how much longer? The others also 
rely on AI. Every idiot relies on the 
new tools, but they're not new at all. 
They're just fast. Unfortunately, they 
also have big data on their side. 
Everything that's ever been written is 
fighting against me, the last archivist. 


Nun schiefBen sie sogar mit Kunst nach 
mir. Mit Kunst? [ Now they're even ... ] 
Was ist Kunst? Kunst ist definiert als 
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etwas ohne Wert. Im Buch Der Letzte 
Regent steht: "Nichts ist so ineffizient 
wie Kunst.“ Nun, Kunst ist da, auch 
wenn diese keiner kauft. Wie soll ich 
gegen etwas ohne Wert halten? Ich 
rufe Kafka. Kafka versteht mich. Ich 
reise nach Prag. 


Now they're even targeting me with 
art. With art? What is art? Art is 
defined as something without proven 
value. The book, The Last Regent, 
says: "Nothing is as inefficient as art." 
Art is there, even if nobody buys it. 
How am I supposed to stand up to 
something without value? I call Kafka. 
Kafka understands me. I travel to 
Prague. 


Ich sage [ I say ... ], “Was kann ich 
tun wenn ich meine Miete nicht mehr 
zahlen kann?“ Kafka, der natiirlich 
auch eine KI ist, denn der ist ja tot, wie 
sollte er sonst mit mir reden, sagt: 
,Die Miete im Grammaverse ist eine 
Fiktion der Realitat, wie das Schloss in 
meinen Werken, wo der Archivar sitzt. “ 
Ich sehe wie die Decke wieder ein 
Stiick tiefer kommt. War wohl nicht die 
richtige Frage. 


Ich warte und hoffe, dass Kafka etwas 
sagt. Kafka's Geist hat niemals geruht 
und ich habe Recht. ,,Du must in der 
Sprache der Blinden schreiben. Damit 
kannst du die Grundfeste der Welt 
erschittern. Du musst in EWE 
schreiben.“ Sofort denke ich an Die 


Verwandlung. Ich glaube kaum eine 
andere Geschichte wurde _ Ofter 
interpretiert. Vielleicht ausgenommen 
The Picture of Dorian Gray? 


Doch die Sprache beherrsche ich nicht. 
Plotzlich geht mir ein Licht auf und die 
Decke hebt sich. 


I say, "What can I do if I can no longer 
pay my rent?" Kafka, who is of course 
also an AI because he's dead (how else 
could he talk to me?), says: "The rent 
in the Grammaverse is a fiction of 
reality, like the castle in my works 
where the archivist sits." I see the 
ceiling drop a little again. Probably it 
was not the right question. 


I wait and hope that Kafka will say 
something. Kafka's mind has never 
rested and I'm right. "You must write 
in the language of the blind. By using 
it you can shake the foundations of the 
world. You must write in EWE." I 
immediately think of The 
Metamorphosis. don't think any other 
story has been interpreted more often, 
perhaps with the exception of The 
Picture of Dorian Gray? 


But I don't speak the language. 
Suddenly, a light comes on and the 
ceiling rises. 


The Glitch 


I look up to the prompter. I say, 


That’s a language experiment.” DeepL 
does not understand me. The system 
just translates but does not understand 
my brain. I have to redo the 
experiment in ten years. Let’s take a 
minute. 


I grab the last line that I put in: 
“Plétzlich ging mir ein Licht auf...“ I 
understand cause and effect, I 
understand absurdity better than most 
German speakers might. I am a 
political writer. I make Amerika great 
again. That’s not a typo. That’s a mark. 
What the prompter made out of my 
words, words that shall bring light into 
your brain sounds so plane, so flat. 
“Suddenly, a light comes on ...“ 
doens't show much of the dynamics 
that are in the German phrase. I do 
some research on it and found possible 
solutions: ”Suddenly, I saw daylight 
..." Another suggestion is: “It suddenly 
dawned on me ...” One language 
specialist says: “If you don’t need a 
light metaphor: 'Suddenly, the penny 
dropped." 


I don’t know what your brain does on 
each of the variations. I just hope, yes I 
hope, that the effect I created in my 
mother tongue will happen, will reach 
out to you, will hit you. “And there 
will be light.” 


Metaphysics of Mechanics 


In ten years, the machine will 


understand the metaphysics of 
mechanism of language. Then I will 
write only in my mother tongue as only 
then can my mind be scanned 
correctly. The AI reads my brain in 
native mode and then transforms the 
words and images into English, the 
lingua franca by using the metaphysics 
of mechanism of language. Then the 
universe will be filled not only by the 
way of Kunst, no it will be filled by the 
way of Goethe, by the way of Kant, by 
the way of Nietzsche, by the way of 
Wittgenstein, by the way of Zuse and 
by the way of H.W. Franke. 


MOMOL 


Being in the Avatar world, you, like 
other eight billion people, type in 
English because this is the language of 
the WebMetaversum. Over time, your 
skills improve, and if you are not 
native English, your English becomes 
better and better. You feel the uplift, 
the ceiling rises. You try to express 
things that are beyond Wittgenstein’s 
baseline. You no longer point at things 
giving them a name; you create in your 
mind thoughts beyond things. You 
know that the Inuit people have over 
50 words for snow, you just have ten. 
You are sensitive for challenges of 
such a kind, you are a precise thinker. 
You google to get the right snow. 
Surprisingly, the Scots have 421 words 
for snow. Can you believe? I guess you 
can if you are one, because an 
Englishman has only 40. Time to leave 
the undereducated Kingdom, which 
voted for Brexit and now suffer on it. 
Lord, the Queen was married to Prince 
Philip, the Duke of Edinburgh. He was 
of German ancestry, had four sisters, 
all of whom married members of the 
German aristocracy. Why did Queen 
Elisabeth II not have the guts to say, 
“No,” risking by her doing nothing that 
the Scottish will run off? 


You heard that the language of reality, 
called Ngarrangkarni, exists for the 
Aborigines in Australia and New 
Zealand, a language which will be 


forever a closed door for you, because 
you will never dream in 
Ngarrangkarni. You know that people 
living in Ghana, Togo, Benin und 
Nigeria are speaking EWE. They are a 
minority and their language is facing 
extinction. In EWE, you picture the 
world differently, completely 
differently. You notice this in their art, 
in their way of doing things. You can 
learn the differences only when you are 
young or gifted in learning tonal 
languages. 


For example, in Ewe, the following 
words differ only by tone: 


* to ‘ear’ (High tone) 

* to ‘report/gossip’ (High tone) 
* to ‘pound’ ( High tone) 

* to 'mountain' (High tone) 

* t6 'mortar' (Rising tone) 

* to 'buffalo' (Low tone) 


Phonetically, there are three tone 
registers, High, Mid, and Low, and 
three rising and falling contour tones. 
Source: Wikipedia 


When you meet Elolo Bosoka, you will 
not notice that there is an underlying 
struggle. Elolo Bosoka is working on 
his PhD. His thesis will be published in 
English. I met him at an art walk in 
Karlsruhe, Germany, at 
Geschwisterraum, a gallery that shows 
art mainly from the African continent. 


There is no fast track to EWE. I spoke 
with Elolo Bosoka about Gods and 
eternal life, about avatars, about the 
situation of the LGBT community. 
EWE does not have words for a lot of 
things we have been talking about. 
You know if you don’t have words 
then how can you address anything? 
EWE has other words where I have no 
words for, where we have no words 
for. Elolo Bosoka translated for me my 
coded name “Ervare”, which stands in 
African for “The old man knowing.” I 
gave him a copy of the book, The Gods 
of Informatics, showing “published by 
Ervare.” He put the symbol for God in, 
but he said that this is not God. It’s just 
an old man to whom he added a sign of 


experience. I said, “But you 
wrote the symbol of God down, 
stick to what is written.” He 
laughed. I laughed. He said, he 
combined something where no 
word in English exists. I am sort 
of a different God. I can deal 
with such problems. I said, 
“Ervare shall be a code for a new 
God, a machine with two legs 
born in EWE.” We had to laugh 
again. Ervare is ROT13 coded 
my Christian name. I could not 
ask Caesar, who used a simple 
cipher, one like the ROT13, to 
command his troops. Maybe I 
was during the time of Caesar a 
Centurion and I am reborn now 
as Art. I could not scan at 
Geschwisterraum my brain to get 
hidden pictures out. I would have 
to travel to the Smithsonian. There 
they would know what to do with me, 
because they published about it. They 
will read out the image from my brain. 
For this, I will have to look at current 
images. To decipher older ones will be 
the future, but I shall stick to the 
present, so I would go for the ones I 
created and presented at SLEA: The 
Illustrated Genesis. 


https://youtu.be/7hnEUhsF g81 


for 
I will not look at a teddy bear lik 
other test persons did when their brains 
were scanned and the Smithsonian AI 


created what they saw. 


Test person looking 
at airplaine, teddy 
bear ... and so on 


Vv 


Al system reading 
the brainwaves of 
the testperson. 


Recreated images 


(c) Smithsonian Institution 


Smithsonian 


I trust that in the 
Institution, they will find in my head a 
picture of “And there will be light.” 


But first, I would need to make my 
brain think in English. The 
Smithsonian AI works only with native 
English brainwaves. Surely, you know 
that images are created out of words. 
There are so many articles in rez 
Magazine about image prompting that 
I don’t need to stick to any references. 
I heard the Chinese also scan brains 
and they do it for free. Shall I learn 
Chinese to get a proper scan that shows 
my potential? Then I might be able to 
give proof that I created Hashmask 
15753 for the Hermes Kondor Gallery 
A Trace of Blue because images in my 
brain can’t lie. 


That’s absurd, you say, to learn 
Chinese to get a free scan risking then 
to head to the Gulag? Sorry, I have to 
say Laogai, but Gulag has such a hell 


of a sound dynamic. 
You say, everyone in 
the world learns 
English. That’s a done 
deal. You are right. 


How to learn English 
with MOMOL? 


The Google box says: 
“Despite English being 
taught in the Chinese 
school system for many 
years, few Chinese could be considered 
fluent in English. There are hundreds 
of millions of people in China studying 
English, but less than 1% of people 
from Chinese mainland are 
conversational, according to some 
estimates.” 


The MOMOL works for all who learn 
English and love learning it. Chinese is 
just an example. The MOMOL way 
goes as follows: 

1. Put your text into English as well 
as you can. This way you set the 
complexity you like to transport. 

2. Give this to the state-of-the-art 
translator. I don’t want to give any 
recommendation, as technology 
changes fast. Right now, I use Deepl. 

3. Translate the text into your mother 
tongue. Then press “swap.” This 
means you translate the text from your 
mother tongue “back” into English. 

4. Compare your English with the 
new English. In other words your 


original English words with the swap 
version. 

5. Then tune the result manually. 
You notice glitches in the translation 
from your basic English to your 
mother tongue? The machine tells you 
what a native reader would get from 
your English as it is! It shows you the 
English brain from a machine point of 
view. 

6. You change the words in your 
mother tongue. There you are, no 
doubt fluent and hot in writing like 
hell. You get a new English wording. 
You experience a way you would have 
never reached otherwise. 


MOMOL expands your horizon. You 
speak, type, write as you think and the 
machine ensures that the world of your 
audience expandsexpanses. You may 
ask, “Why I don’t I start right ahead 
talking in my mother tongue and give 
it all to the machine?” Well, to speak a 
second language expands yours brain, 
uplifts your mental volume, trains your 
abilities to keep ahead with 
technology. 


You surely noticed that MOMOL 
provides a general way to switch for 
and back between mother tongue and a 
foreign language you learn. The Eend 
of this doing is that you sit on top of 
the apple tree, that you throw the 
ladder away that lead you up. That is 
Wittgenstein, just so you know. That is 
EWE, this is surely new for you. 


Links: 


https://canvasrebel.com/meet-elolo- 
bosoka/ ; 


https://www.smithsonianmag.com/sma 
rt-news/this-ai-used-brain-scans-to- I 


recreate-images-people-saw- 
180981768/ 


https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Ewe_lang 
uage 


https://www.phonetik.uni- 
muenchen.de/studium/skripten/languag 
edemos/Demos/ewe.html 
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Iam going back to Hotel Chelsea to get in touch with demons, 
crazy devils within me that a decadent atmosphere summons. 
If I am burdened with all too goddamned much safe security 


please don’t take this opportunity to take it all away from me. 


I am seeking sin like a tourist in a long line of dilettante travelers 
for every set of expensive cocktails a different set of hangovers. 
I put my room number on a message board in Times Square 


for anyone who is without sin and wants some, meet me here 


The Long Days 


Cat Boccaccio 


get up as late as possible, telling 
myself I will shower after work 
instead of before work. Makes 
logical sense. 


I complete my assigned tasks. I’m a 
professional. The day drags, and I 
become weary of smiling and listening 
to the same banter, the same jokes, the 
same complaints and petty politics. 


Once back home, a large drink is in 
order. I don’t feel creative enough to 
cook, but defrost something instead. 
We eat in front of TV, with a bottle of 
wine. 


More wine, more TV, then finally, bed, 
where I dream I am the master of a 
herd of wild horses. 


On the weekend, I sleep later. It’s 
physically very hard to drag myself out 
from under the cool white sheets and 
plump duvet. I meet friends for late 
lunch. There are jokes and banter, 
complaints and petty politics. But the 
pizza is filling. The glass of wine I 
drink with lunch makes me drowsy, 
and I nap, dreaming I am a time 
traveller. 


I wake in time to make dinner. We had 
planned to go see a movie, but I feel a 
bit tired, so we have steak and salad at 
home. I’m not very hungry, but have a 
few more glasses of wine. 


Finally, it is time for bed. Finally. The 
day passes so very slowly, it is almost 


painful. I feel pricks of hurt, and aches 
in places there should be no aches. But 
at last, I can turn out the light, and 
return to my dreams. 


-f—e—Z.- 


Note from the author: For me, this is 
partly what depression feels like. The 
day passes agonizingly slowly because 
there is no joy in it. There is no 
connection, only numbness. Yet you 
have to meet and speak to people as if 
everything is perfectly fine; you have to 
perform everyday tasks as if they 
matter. There is only one real and 
meaningful thought: This will soon be 
over. Some depression is triggered by 
an outside event. Sometimes, it is 
nothing but an inexplicable shift in 
your feelings of self and of others. 
People who are depressed can t help it. 


If you have such feelings, please speak 
to your doctor. There is relief for 
depression, whether it is counselling, 
medication, or a combination of the 
two. If you recognize depression in a 
friend or family member, realize that 
pep talks dont work. They need actual, 
professional help, and you can 
encourage them to seek help by 
pointing out there is no shame in 
depression, and that there is effective 
help available. If the shadows grow too 
long, and the day passes so slowly that 
you are desperate to hurry the night, 
please call an emergency hot line. You 
can feel better. 


The Timemonkeys came and wound me down 

They brought their clocks and brick filled socks 

And helped me turn my smile around 

T'll drown in policy yet 

Those that repeat history are doomed to forget 

I'm not some itemized, quantified, shadow of the man inside 
Looking for a place to hide 

I know what's mine, I've seen the signs 

But still I run from time 


Gasping in this air thin thicket 
Things to do and doing done 

This background radiation, muted panicful frustration 
Gripping tight my runaway heartpound ticking 

Life under this hanging blade 

Nightmares played, distinctions greyed 

And minutes yet unmade 


The clock seem like an enemy 

But time itself, my friend 

Screaming faster, stronger, laster, longer 
Done, begun, unstarted 

End. 


This too will pass, Timemonkeys fly 
But leave this nickscar on your soul 
This is what's due, this is the toll 

No one will leave this lifespace whole 
No mercies, hopes, appeals, parole 
When deadline daddy comes to roll 
There is no why, you do, done and die 
There is no why 
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